HARRIS

My dear Frank Harris:

I have been reading your writings for years and
have read practically everything you have writ-
ten, all that I could get my hands on. This is my
first communication to you. When one nears fifty
and looks back at life, he is not liable to have
many pangs of conscience, because one sees the
little things sink into the larger whole. I am
prompted to write soley because I have had some
unique experiences; stranger than fiction, you
will say, I believe, when you read the story. I have
never read a case like mine even in fiction, so I
am giving it to Frank Harris with permission to
use it as a theme for a story, should he see fit so to
do. Very naturally I write anonymously, as I
would not wish to run the risk of hurting those
near and dear to me, who are part of my life.

I am not a literary person so will tell the story
just as briefly as I can.

I was born in California, my father and mother
being of the race of hardy pioneers that made the
Golden State. My father died when I was ten
years old and my mother when I was twelve. I
was "adopted" by an aunt, a sister of my mother,
who was the wife of a prominent physician and